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Author's Notes: 
This wasn't intended to get as long as it did, but oh well. | managed to incorporate an OC into this -- about 


damn time, honestly 


Steve walked along the sidewalk, taking in the autumn chill. Something shiny caught his eye. Bending down to 
take a look, he saw it was a bracelet. He surmised it must've fallen off someone's wrist. He picked it up and 


placed it in his pocket before continuing on his way. 


It was late by the time he got back to the house the band collectively shared. He went up to his room and dug 
into his dresser, looking for a few things he needed, pulling them out one by one. A candle, a matchbook, a 
decorative box. He set the candle in the middle of the floor and the box in front of it, then sat down. He took a 
match and lit the candle, waiting a brief moment before producing the bracelet from his pocket. It was fairly 
small, clearly belonging to a little girl. She must be missing it terribly, provided she knew it was missing. 


Clasping the bracelet tightly, he held his closed fist over the open flame, feeling the heat on his skin, 
threatening to burn, but he dared not pull away. Not yet. 


‘Lost and found, lost and found, 
Return this bracelet to whom it is bound" 


He repeated this two more times before finally drawing his hand away from the candle. Using his free hand, he 
opened the box, then placed the bracelet inside. Once he closed the box, he blew out the candle and placed the 
box on top of the dresser. 


In the morning, he checked the box. It was empty. Steve smiled. That little girl would be so happy. 


A few days later while out on an errand, he spotted another lost trinket. A wedding ring. Once he returned 


home, he went about repeating the spell from before. 


‘Lost and found, lost and found, 
Return this ring to whom it is bound" 


However, when he opened the box the next morning, the ring was still there. He sighed This happened 
occasionally. He felt a little sad knowing that marriage hadn't ended well, but there wasn't anything he could do 
about it. Now he had a wedding band that he had no idea what to do with. For now, he set it in another box, 


containing other lost items that had failed to return to where they came from. 


It was just something Steve did, had done for years. He'd come across random items that had been left behind, 
then cast a spell to try to return them to who they belonged to. Sometimes it worked, the items having been 
truly lost and thus were sent back to their owners. Sometimes it didn’t. It meant the items were purposefully 
cast aside, abandoned, ownerless. With no one to return the items to, Steve simply held onto them until he 
could figure out what to do with them. Some he found new owners for -- birthday gifts for his bandmates or 


road crew. Others continued to sit in that knickknack box, having no use or purpose. 


Several members of the road crew commented on his collection of things, but given that none of them knew 
of Steve's abilities, they were left to wonder what the deal was. In the end, no one really pressed the issue. As 


far as they were concerned, it was just Steve being Steve. 


The band was currently on tour in Australia. It was early enough in the day that Steve wasn't required to be 
at the arena just yet, so he decided to take a trip to the shops. As he walked about, he spotted something 
colourful lying haphazardly on the ground, a pendant from the looks of it. Glancing around and hoping the locals 
didn't think him weird, he reached down to pick it up, but stopped short when he noticed what it was on the 
pendant. A triple spiral sigil had been carefully carved into the stone. 


Shit. This was a talisman, created by another witch. He looked around. No one seemed to have even noticed it 


lying on the ground and were generally not paying him much attention. There wasn't even anyone attempting to 


search for something. Whoever dropped the talisman here, they weren't nearby. 

Sighing, Steve brought his attention back to the talisman and weighed his options. There was no way it had 
simply been tossed aside, which meant it belonged to someone. He couldn't just leave it there and felt compelled 
to find its owner, but he also knew better than to mess with another witch's spellwork. He thought for a 
moment before deciding that finding its owner was more important than leaving it be. Producing a small 
drawstring pouch from his pocket, he carefully picked up the talisman with his jacket sleeve and placed it 
inside, drawing the string tightly closed. 


"ld better do this soon," he muttered to himself, quickly setting off in the direction of the hotel the band was 
staying at. The sooner he could get the talisman back to whoever owned it, the better. 


He'd just reached the street the hotel was at when someone crashed into him. "Oof!" 

The person, a woman about his age, stumbled back. "I am- so sorry. 

"Don't worry, it's fine.” 

They steadied themselves and soon found each other staring. He noted the freckles dotted across her dark 
face and her springy curls. For some reason, she seemed familiar to him, but he didn't know any Australian 
girls, especially not one as striking as her. If he didn't know better, he'd swear she was thinking something along 
the same lines regarding himself. 

"I'm sorry," he said. "Um, have we met before?" 


The woman chuckled. "Feels like we have. I'm Zoe" She held out her hand. 


"Steve" As soon as he took her hand, there was a sharp spark of energy between the two of them, leaving 
them gasping. He'd only felt this spark once before, when he first met Sav. 


He knew what this spark meant. She knew too. 
"That would explain it," she said once they finally unclasped their hands. "Fancy that, eh?" 


"Yeah" What were the odds? Though now that he thought about it.. "Oh! Um--" He pulled out the pouch 


containing the talisman. "While you're here, did you drop this somewhere?" 


Zoe took the pouch and looked inside, eyes widening as she pulled the talisman out. "Yeah! | was looking 


everywhere for it. Where'd you find it?" 


"The shops," Steve replied. "It was just lying there." 


Zoe sighed in relief, pocketing the talisman. "Im glad you spotted it. | wasn't looking forward to having to make 


a new one." 


The pair talked for a bit before Steve decided to invite Zoe to his hotel room. After introducing her to Sav -- 
that spark returned -- the conversation continued. Zoe commented on Sav's tutoring, noting how far he's 
progressed in such a relatively short time. Steve and Sav demoed a few things they had been working on 


Steve truly felt as if he'd known Zoe his entire life. No doubt Sav must've felt the same way. 

When he brought this up, Zoe pondered such an occurrence. "This isn't something felt by all witches," she said, 
"and even then, not with every other witch they happen to meet. For all three of us to feel that... | think it 
means something.” 

"What?" Sav asked. 

"| think.. we were meant to meet. Like something drew us all together. You two met.. when?" 

"18," Steve answered, "when | first joined. Its his band" He gestured towards Sav. "| actually got approached 
three different times to audition before | finally went" To this day, he still felt that meant something 


important. 


"Pete really wanted you in," Sav said, smiling, "and I'm glad you showed. Three times can't be coincidence either, 
could it?" 


Zoe shook her head. "Nah, another meant-to-be thing if you ask me." She smirked. "Don't think your band 


would be your band without him." An easily shared sentiment. 
Steve thought for a moment. "Maybe not just meeting. Maybe--" 
"Working together?" Sav chimed in 


"A coven," Zoe said. "What do you think?" 


"If you had asked me that a year ago, I'd call you crazy," Sav chuckled, "but now? | wouldn't object. What about 


you, Steve?" 
Steve had heard of some covens forming that way and it made sense if he was meant to form a coven with 
his bandmate and their new friend. He just had some reservations about being around new people. Perhaps if its 


Ike when | joined Leppard, it won't be so anxiefy-inducing. | might be up for that. 


He smiled. "Yeah. Let's do it" 


It had been a long time since Zoe had met a fellow witch that she felt she was destined to meet. She thought 
back to that Scottish girl, Beverly, how they've kept in touch all these years. Zoe would make sure to tell her 
about Steve and Sav, should they cross her path. She wondered who else was meant to be with them in the 
craft. Surely they'd all find out sooner or later. 


She opened her tool drawer and reached for her boline when she noticed something that didn't belong. It was a 
lighter. There was no way it was hers, as she used matches to light things, not to mention she wasn't a 
smoker. She pulled it out and inspected the familiar design. At the bottom corner, the letters ‘SMC were 


engraved in the metal. 


"How in the.." Zoe may not have been a smoker, but she knew who was, and those initials. How had Steve left 
his lighter here? She could've sworn he took it with him after he and Sav had left her house the day after 
their concert, and it had been at least two weeks since then. Jeez, when Sav said they were prone to losing 


things, he wasn't kidding. 

Picking up the phone, she started to dial the number Steve gave her, but stopped and hung up. The likelihood of 
him being able to answer at this time of day in England was very slim. She thought about mailing it, but shot 
that idea down just as quickly as it rose. Then she remembered the spell Steve said he would've used to 


return her talisman had they not run into each other that day. "That could work." 


She set a candle and an empty jewelry box on her altar, then lit the candle with a match. She clasped the 
lighter in her hand tightly and held her hand over the flame. 


‘Lost and found, lost and found, 
Return this lighter to whom it is bound." 


After repeating it twice more, she put the lighter in the box, but didn't close it yet. Grabbing a pencil and a 


scrap of paper, she scrawled a quick note: 


You left this here. Found it in my tool drawer. 
- Loe 


Once she set the note on top of the lighter, she closed the box. 


The next day, she checked the box. The lighter and her note were gone, but the box wasn't empty. Instead, 


there was a different note inside. 


/ was wondering where it fucked off to. Thanks! 
- Steve 


Zoe smiled. "No problem, mate." 


